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THE 

D ED I CATI QK 

T O T H S 

Right Honourable Mr. PITT 

One of His MAJESTY'S Principal ' 

SECRETARIES of STATE, 

SIR, 

TO your wife fchemes, and patriot zeal we ow 
The laurels won, and ravifh'd from the fi> 
That diftant worlds begin our power to own. 
And pay their homage to the Britifh throne ; 
While favage realms our dreaded flags revere, 
Which ride triumphant now in every fphere $ 



DEDICATION. •?*:. 

No region, by the fun's bright eye fitrvey'd, jft ... .• 
Wjiere Albion's Victor fails are not difpla£cf j' ^- '.• 
^jfe.^r^bf eacl India's* diftaht fhbre; ' 
\viferf? Gallia's ..fffling Jilies fhine no more. . . jjj 

§Ti^ let yo}J^ifea^, <a warm a&bition fee. ! - * #J 1f 
' CAlready high, to^K^oiir merit higher ; 
/Each ftage of life,, with' fo much honour paft'd", 
Oh ! crown it with the faireft, and the kft ! '" 
Your race of glory! will be nobly run - 9 ' .• • 
By peace fecur'd that feme, our fwords have won, 
While Bourbon at his conqueror's feet fills down ; 

And begs a braver jjsjng to fpare hi/.jcrown I 

> ' ■• *""-.* 

The guileful Bjjgk,- let fubtie rf^eTnien wear ; .- 
'Tis yoifr/nrft famekto be, what you appear. • ., 
A&iiig the patriot's^ not the courtier's p^riy" ••' 
Your voice ftill breaths the language of your heart i 
A double praife, your eloquence's due, ; 

Which pleafes, and at oiKje convinces too. ... 
Thus the bright fun its- various gifts, difpl ays,; , 
Enlightens firft, then warms us wjth its rays. 

Tho. Newcom*. . 

I THE 
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THE 

PRE F A C E. 

THE learned Mr. Rapin, in his 
excellent reflections on poetry, 
has obferved that the Epigram, of all the 
works in verfe, which antiquity has 
produced, is the mofi inconfiderable, 
yet ftill he allows it has it's beauties. 

These beauties generally confift ci- 
ther in a delicate turn, or a happy word- 
the Greeks have understood this fort of 
poetry, otherwife than the Latins. 

The 



The Greek Epigram runs upon a 
hicky turn of thought, that is naturaj, 
but at the fame time, fine and fubtle* 
The Latin Epigram, upon a falfe tafte, 
that fway'd in the beginning of the de- 
cay of the pure latinity, which endea- 
vours to furprife the mind, by fome 
nipping word, which is cafl'd a point j 
and it is eafy to obferve, that the pun, 
the antithefis, the conundrum, and the 
double entendre, are the ufual orna- 
jnents and flowers in moil of pur mo* 
dem Englifh Epigrams. 

As to tte difference between the two 
Latin writers^ Catullus and Martial, 
the manner of the iirfl: is of a .finer 
character, who endeavours to clofe a 
natural thought with a delicate turn 

of 



6t vk>r As, Within the implicit/ of ft 
very foft expreflion. Martial, on the 
dther hand, ufually terminates an or3i- 
ftefy thotight, by fbme word that is 
furprifing $ artd all perfons of good taftd 
have prefer'd the manner of Catullus 
before that of Martial; there being mora 
true delicacy in the one than the other. 
We find very little confiderabk, in Tthe 
Epigrammatifts of latter ages/ 4s it it 
one of that fort of verfes, in which att 
fcttthcM: is very feldom fuoceisful ; an 
Epigraifc, being &f little worth, like 
cfther poetry, if it is not admirable. 

; As to the definition, and eflfehtialg 
of an Epigram, critics art very much 
divided j the Greeks confine their Epi* 
grams ih a very narrow cornpafs; and 



[ viii ] 

though in the Anthologia, we here and 
there meet with a very long one, yet 
ufiially, they do not exceed, or, at the. 
moft, run beyond eight verfes: the 
Latins are not always fo fcrapulous ; 
and the moderns lefs fc, as to thefs 
bounds. 

Mrl Li-Bran defines an Epigram, to 
be a little poem, fufceptible of all kind 
of fubjedts i ' apd ending with a lively, 
juft,: and unexpected thought; which 
he fays, ar;e qualifications effential to 
the Epigram, particularly to the firft, 
and the laft of them. Viz. point and 
brevity ; the ordinary limits of it, from 
two to twenty :verfes ; though we have 
inflances.un Jthe antients and moderns, 
where they extend to fifty. But ilill it 

is 



[ * ] 

is alloW'd, the fhorter the better, as it 
partakes more of the nature and cha- 
racter of this kind of poem. The point 
or- turn is much infilled on by molt 
critics, who require the Epigram con- 
Aantly to clofe wkh fomething poig- 
nant, and unexpected > to which the 
reft of the compofition, is always pre- 
paratory ; others exclude the point, and 
require the thought to be equally dif- 
fus'd through the whole poem, withouti 
•laying tha whole Itrefs upon the clofe -i 
•the former is ufually Martial's practice* 
*and the latter, that of Catullus,, 

A French author obferves, that tl 
Epigram is the loweft, and leaft cpnfi- 
derable of all the produ&ions of poetry ^j 
and that it is rather the effect of gooc 

luck] 
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luck, than art to fuccced therein j the 
iinenefs and fubtlety of it, Mr. Boileatt: 
obferves, fhould turn on the words* 
rather than the thought t. which feems 
-very little to the credit of this kind of 
compofition, as it reduces it to the na- 
ture of a pun, or equivoque. 

One great beauty of an Epigram, is 
to leave jfomething for the reader . to 
guefs and fupply ; as nothing pleafe$ 
the mind fo much, as te find ibmething 
■of itfelf, in the object prefented to it ; 
nor does any thing diiguft it more> 
than being precluded from fhewing and 
exercifing a faculty, it values kfelf fo 

much upon* 

» 

The 
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\ The author of a teW collection of 
French Epigrams, has many excellent 
obfervations, on the nature of this kinc^ 
of poetryj he defines an Epigram, ," an 
ingenious thought, deliver'd in a few 
verfes? he fays, that k admits of a 
great variety of fubjedts, as fome are 
defign'd to praife, others to fatirize; 
which -kit -ire much the eafieft; ill- 
nature ferving inftead of point or wit. 
Boileau's Epigrams, are all fatires upon 
one or other; thofe of De Reux are 
all made in honour of his friends; 
and thofe of niadam Scudery are fo 
many eulogies; the Epigram being 
only, a fingle thought, it would be 
ridiculous to exprefs it, in a great 
number of verfes ; it muft have it's 
unity, like the drama j the comedy 

has 
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has aii adtion for it's fubje& * the Epi- 
gram, a thought* 

How far thefe\critical - rules have 
been obferved, in the following col-r 
ledion, muft be fubmitted to the judge- 
ment of the public. 

. T. N. 
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Epigrammatum Novm Dele&us : 

o R, 

A NEW COLLECTION 

OP 

STATE EPIGRAMS, 

AND 

THE SHORTER ODES, &c. 

MAR S and PALLAS. 

\0 Mars, lays Pallas, as one common 
friend, 
Let both unite, our Britain to defend % 
fith wifdom, I each ftatefman's breaft infpire, 
You fwell each hero's foul with martial, fire * 
Our aid by turns to each while we impart, 
Their country's love dilating wr* \k»xX-* 
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Tis done — her troops are arai'd, her fleets am 

mann'd j 
Two mortal? a&, what two immortals plann'd ; 
Prudence with bravery, zeal with courage joins* 
And Howe ccwpieataeacb fcheme, as Pitt defign?* 
When bold the warrior, and the patriot wife* 
Succefs and glory are their double prize.. 

Thus in the bounding arrows rapid flight. 
The arm impels, the eye directs it right j 
One, when 'tis laujic'd, accelerates its /peed j. 
One guides it fteady to the mark decreed ; 
Th' unerring (haft the prize appointed claims* 
Nor once miftafces the pointy at which it aims* . 

the PARTHIAN. > 

HIS foe, the Parthian better to anutfe, 
Firft flies, then turns, and afterwards purfues';: 
Firmor, on a <juke different plan relies, 
For Firmor conquers firft,. and after flies- j, 
Pruffia, of numbers (lain no longer boaft* 
For he is vi&or hepe> who lofes moft; 
Secure of feme the Ruffian Mars in fight, 
Who gathers wreaths and laurels from his flight. 

0* 
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On the Memoirs of the Houfe of Brandenburg. 

'HIS fword with Gallic blood, when Caeftr ftaixj'd, 
His pen fecur'd that fame his fword had gain'd j 
Pruffia, his great fore-fathers afts has (hewn, 
And not to {hade 'em, has coftceal'd his owp* - 
His own memoirs had the brave warrior wrott^ 
His anceftors renown had been forgot; 
Lefs veneration to their virtues pay*d> 
His own exploits had he himfelf diiplayVt 

Her nymphs lefs fair and beauteous thus appear, 
When beauty Vqueen herfelf is Handing aeaf ; 
And every planet's fickly light decays, 
Loft in the riling fun's refulgent rays* 



On two rival Kings. 

NEITHER refolv'd the palm to yield, 

The conteft undecided yet 5 
George always conquers in the field, 

Bourbon a* oft in the Gazette* 



Bi 
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No monarch's feme would fhine fo brlghfj. 

Or fairer in each Gallic mufe; % 

Were Bourbon victor in the flight, 
Oft as he triumphs in the news* 

Apmdtnt Refolution — On the fame ^ 

MAD fools alone, in battles pant for feme ; 

Repofe and quiet are your wifer aim ! 

In fight great monarchs often meet with ftrokes £ 

And bullets viflt kings like other folks. 

-To your Verfailles in fafety you retreat, 

And leave it to your generals — to be beat*. 

MINER V A. 

VAIN Pallas! Boaft no more your dreadful fhield* 
Your iEgis blazing o'er the fanguine field $ 
That monarch view„ and own more foes have fled 
From Frederic's fword f than from Maedufa's head.. 

German Gratitude. 

FROM Pruffia Daun oblig'd to fly, 
And lofiag half ten thoufand men ; 

Thanks the kind gods — His reafon why ? : 
Becaufe he fav'd another ten. 
taM Thus. 
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Thus a fond cat, upon her bed* 
That hugs and nurfes kittens five ! 

Two loft, who troubles not her head, 
But joys, that three are ftill alive. 

On <a. religious Monarchy 

X E WI S is often heard to pray, 

Forgetful of his royal fpoufe ; 
W^at might the kneeling lover by ! 

—Dear Pompadour, ah! bear ray vow* 

'While I thy heavenly fmiles enjoy, 
From every anxious paffion free* 

"My crown if loft, Ilofe a toy, 
If ftill, my fair, jpoffeffing theq. 



K>n the Duke of Cumberland receiving a She? 
at the Battle of Dettingen. 

PROUD Bourbon, honoured with thy fears, 

In Voltaire's mufe had foard a god j 
j\nd with Alcides, Jove, and Mars, 

On the lame cloud above had rod) 
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Their thirft of glory is the fame, 
Tho' different views each hero fire; 

While William ftrives to ftretch his feme, 
Bourbon to keep his limbs entire. 



To the Emprefs Queen. 

TO know exaft the number of thy flain, 
Afk not thy general, but each blfceding plain ; 
This better, than thy dying chiefs can tell, 
What heaps expired, what ga/ping vidlims fell j 
If not, confult thy wf etched nation's fears, 
Thy orphans !brrp\vs, and thy widows tears, 



To Doftor Taylor. 

SIGHT to the Wind thou doft impart \ 
Yet, ah !. How great were our furprifce, 

Hadft thou, fam'd oculift, the art, 
X<> clew and open Auffria's eyes. 



On 



Off the King of Pruflia. 

IF Frederic's age ftould be enquired-— 
— Forty perhaps, or fomething more—* 

If by his vi&ories acquir'd, 
The warrior muft have reach'd fourfcore. 

From no ftate annals we can guefs, 
How eld the matcblefi king appears! 

Number his laurels — they exprefs 
Exa&the number of bis year*. 



On the French Unpo&tencfs* 

HER compliments fo long delay'd, 
Shall France by Britain be outdone ? 

To Gaul, three .vifits we have pay 'd i 
And ffce has not returned us one. 

Tho' Lewis does our favours flight, 
Should we oblige htm with one more ; 

Say, would not Howe be thought polite, 
Suppofe he makes three vifits four ? 

* B 4 friendly 
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Friendly Advice to the French King. 

SINCE your ntffculine captains have promised in 

vain. 
'The fame you have loft, by their fwords to regains 
Tho' a little unfkiU'd in the rude fighting trade, 
Pray arm out next fummer a female brigade ; 
Your petticoat warriors, perhaps may do more 
Tlym your marlbals in breeches have e'er done 

before ! 
Your colonels difinifs'd, if thefe charge in their 

room; 
A pinner may look full as fierce as a plume ; 
Their ftratagems various, a foe to furprize ; 
If their piftols mifs fire, who can kill with their eye^ 



On the frequent Change of the French Generals. 

THIS chief to grace, now Lewis is inclin'd, 

Succeeded by another in a trice ; 
Ray, why the monarch thinks it quite unkind, 

To fce one gallant kader beaten twice ! 

Cler* 



Clermont ! Thy prince's favour then withftand, 
Nor in the battle wifh for Richlieu's place $ 

Since every honour, every new command, 
Is ftill attended with fomenew difgracc. 



On the French Alliance. s 

WITH whatfoever empires elfe ally'd, 
Bourbon and Heaven are feldom of a ficfe J 
How myftic is their zeal ? How ftrange to fee, 
That chriftian kings and Heaven (hould ne'er agree! 
Whofe aid they beg, upon whofe arm they truft, 
For what ? — - to help to make 'em more unjuft. 



Of the Flight of the Ruffians after ihe Battle 
of Cruftein. 

FIRMOR ! Thy jiimble troops hadwondeis done, 
At fam'd Olympus ftrivirig for renown \ 

Jorfhere jthe poipb^tants wh? fafteft run, 
Ate aly?ys fcrc to wear the vigor's crown. 



On 
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On the French Gazette. 

THO* her lofles were greater, more deep her 
diftrefs, % _ 
YetFrance all her griefs, with one ftratagem eafes; 
She prints her own lifts, which ihe fends to the 
prefs, 
And can flay or defeat, juft what number (he 
pleafes. 
Her glory immortal, all Europe would think, 
Did her fwords kill as many as die by her ink. 
How myftic her triumphs, whofe murdering 

quill, 
Mofe foes, than her mufkefs and bayonets kill* 

7* the King of Pruffia. 

T O feize your crown, whilft France and Auftria 

Join, 
# Tis but to make your glory fairer feine ; 
Each well-fought battle gives you frefli renown, 
And adds another gem to deck your <*o*?n i 
Augments its luftre with a brighter ray, 
And turns your morn into the fulleft day. 



( " } 

Oh ! nobly form'd, to give all Europe reft j 
To quell the proud, and fuccour the diflxeft : 
Heaven guides your fword, dire&s each flying ball, 
When your loud thunders pierce the tim'rous Gaul , 
Viewing the lillies from each ftandard tore, 
Each German* field diftain'd with Gallic gore; 
Which round each plain in larger ftreams (hall flow, 
Whene'er thy gallant fquadrons meet a foe. 

What can that hero's matchlefs ardor tame, 
When winter ftorms his courage more enflame? 
The chilling northern blaft, whofe foul defies, 
His fire augmented by the freezing fkies t 
Unaw'd by Danger's, and by Fortune's frown, 
A bed of ftraw how oft his bed of down? 
A monarch fleeptng by a peafant's feet, 
His royal pillow fcarce fo foft and fWeet. 
When refcuing injur'd nations from diftrefs, 
You fight to fave and conquer, but to blefs j 
*Tis not ambition does your vengeance wake, 
But Europe's dying liberties at ftake ; 
That realms by you from dire oppreffion freed,. 
Freedom might finile again — or tyrants bleed. 

Your 
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Your thirft, is tut a thirft of virtuous ferae; 
Your fword almoft lefs dreadad than your name* 

Pursue your conquefts, in each a&ion brave ! 
A viftor ftill, where e'er your enfigns wave. 
Scatter confufion, dread and death around, 
Where your dread colours blaze, or thunders founds 
Till Britain refcued from her fears, (hall fee 
Her tluome fecur'd, her empire fav'd by thee. 

0* a Cargo of French Muffs taken by the 
Pruffians. 

LEWIS, the winter harfh, the feafon rough. 
To each of his brave colonels fends a muff j 
Knowing his troops too tender to refill 
The foe, without a fur upon each wrift : 
For who could prime his gun, or piftol hold, 
Whofc aching fingers were benumm'd with cold ? 
Pruffia, a different fcheme in war approves, 
Whofe hardy veterans charge without their gloves^ 
Defy the rigour of the cutting air, 
And. light and conquer, with their knuckles bare, 

Bourbon 
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Bourbon, If wreaths and triumphs are thy aim, 
iThink of fome wifer arts, to purchafe fames 
Some other fchemes, thy rival to fubdu^ 
Warm muffs, without keen fwords, will never dh>« 
Thy Ihlvering chiefs would aft a nobfcr part, 
Wouldft thou fend fomething that would warm 

their heart; 
Lefs for their courage, than their heels admir'd; 
With fighting oft ; with flying feldom tir'd. 
Whofe troops would never fail fuccefs to meet, 
Were battles to be won, by nimble feet. 



A friendly Admonition to ibi Bmprejs. 

WOULDST thou be loft and ruin'd quite* 

Without a friend or pity die ; 
•Gainft PrufEa's hero choofe to fight. 

And boaft Verfailles for thy ally. 

Whofe treacherous vows, ah ! learn to fliun £ 
Too weak thy empire to defend ; 

Thou canft not yet be quite undone, 
'Till France is choft to be thy friend. 
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On a private Per/on advanced by bis merits, U 
thejirjt honours of the State. 

THUS afltient Rome, her great dictators found 
Tilling their Latian, or their Sabine ground ; 
But when her fields with hoftile troops o'er-fpread* 
When Pyrrhus, or when Carthage was her dread* 
Juft in the dangerous crifis of her fate. 
Her chiefs were call'd to fave her finking ftate. 
Her joyful tribes nQW round their chariots flow, 
Grac'd with a Grecian or a Gallic foe ; 
The warriors long forgot, they now adore 
Crown'd With thofe laurels,, which they nurs'd 
before. 

r 

\s Pitt, another Coflus We admire, 
Born to awake each drowfy warrior's fire, 
Once more to make his Britain's bravery known, 
And fhake the Gallic tyrant on his throne ; 
Whofe eloquence, each venal rival's dread, 
Strikes faction fpeechlefs, and corruption dead. 



Gi&c 
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Gallic Piety. 

FRANCE in her warlike fchemes for ever croft, 
Has flill her anthems for each battle loft : 
More of her troops, kind Frederic, if you kill, 
You make her pious king, more pious ftill. . 



Killing no Death. To the King. 

MISTAKEN prince? Your fchemes can ne'er 

be right : 
No more aglinft a foe immortal fight. 
Kill half his cat-kind troops, one day, at five, 
At fix next morn, you find 'em all alive ; 
Tho* proftrate in the field, you fee 'em lie* 
IpU 'em you muft once more, before they die* 
In vain, thefe Hydra armies you fubdue; 
One head lopp'd off, who hifs aad fight with # two* 



On 
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On the Arms of the German Empire. 
To the King. 

AUSTRIA, the royal bird of Jove may prize* 
Which bears the god triumphant thro* the fides. 
The eagle on her flags may proudly fhine ; 
Auftria's die eagle, but Jove's thunder 's thine,. 

On the Art of Fifing. 

O F Daedalus, a-crofs the air, who flew 
O'er lands anc^ Teas, the Roman poet fmgs ! 

Jredcric, the flying art does now renew ; 

Say Pruflia, where did you procure your wings I 

Your pinions ftrong, which bear you out of fight* 
E'er your plumes flag, and e'er your vigour faflsj 

purfiie your courfe, dire& your next bold flight 
(You know the road,) to Paris, or VerfaiHes, 



<TH 
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The new Coalition. 

SAYS Lewis one day, in his clofet confin'd, 
Tho' to humble my foes, my own pow'r is too 
fmall ; 

Yet the devil and I, when our forces are join'd, , 
Shall foon be a match, and too hard for 'em all. 

On my brother's fupport, I may fafely depend : 
For Satan to France, has been always a friend ; 
\ Our fleets when engaged, and our armies muft fly, 
If we lofe fuch a trufly, and faithful ally. 

Tie bumble Petition of a French Officer taken 
Prifoner by /fo'Pruflians. 

WHEN Monfieur found a Pruffian at his throat, 
Ah ! fpare he cries, nor wound this martial coat s 
Embroidered all , and ftiff with lace and gold, 
So rich a veft, no taylor ever fold ; 
To my toupee and fcarf fome mercy (hew, . 
You kill the hero, if you fpoil the beau; 
My fhoulder, fee it bare, I value not ; 
But, oh ! take pity on my fhoulder knot ! 

C TVvasL 
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Than death itfelf, 'twould pain my bofom more r 
To view this rich furtout, thefe ringlets tore ; 
My dear cockade to find, or beaver hurt ; 
Or enter heaven, without a- ruffled fhirt. 
*T would vex a warrior, ev'n in blifs, to find 
His hair uncuri'd, and fnufF-box left behind* 
In Styx itfelf, I'd rather ehoofe to howl, 
Than gain elyzium, with my linnen foul. 
" The chief uncas'd, himfelf half naked found f 
** Then fighing deeply, dy'd without a wound* 

On Richlieu'j Barbarities at Zcfl. 

CLOSE by the burning pile the favage flood, 
And fawthe floors diftain*d with Orphan's blood. 
With joy he feems to hear the wretch's cries ; 
Tho' moan'd and pity'd, by the weeping fkies. 
Nero, if living, would have blufh'd to fee, 
A tyrant more renown'd, and fam'd than he ! 
To the red flames one did the guiltlefs doom, 
One fpar'd his fubjcfls, when he fir'd his Rome. 
In tranfport, who beheld the blazing firei 
But faw no infants in the blaze expire. 

Juda* 



Judas and the Pope. 

A POPE comparM with Judas — fomething odd ! 
Why ? One betrays, the other eats his god. 
Doubt we to which the greateft fame is due ? 
Judas, the better chriftian of the two. 
Learn'd critics fay, in guilt which moft excels, 
He who devours his god, or he who fells ? 

On the Retreat of Count Daun from Drefdert. 

GREAT queen apoftolic, oh ! hafte, and ordain 
In all thy glad churches a grateful thankfgiving; 

Since Daun with his army, half wounded, half flain, 
Has ftill the good fortune to breathe, and be 
living. 

Thy caution, wife Fabius # , we all muft admire, 
Which caufe for a triumph may juftly afford ; 

Since we own 'tis a conqueft, to fly and retire 
With life, and in fefety, from Frederic's keen 
fword. 

C 2 0* j 

• A nam coitfifd on Count Daun. 



( *> ) 



• On the French Prifoners in England 

EACH Gallic captive by his fetters gains ; 
Is pleas'd, and triumphs in his happy chains. 
Back to their country, none defire to fail j 
Feeding much better in a Britifli jail. 
Their tripe and meagre, long their poor relief, 
Exchanging now for pudding, pork, and beef. 
•Delighted more with their confinement here ; 
Than keeping Lent at home, for half the year. 
In cruelty, ah ! why fhould you delight ! 
Give 'em their freedom, George, you ftarve 'em 

quite? 
To France return'd, ftate offals, crufts and whey, 
Their coarfe repaft, and dinner of the day. 
Oblige 'em then in this one laft requeft, 
Keep 'em ftill captives, and you leave 'em Weft : 
Confine 'em hfere, you rid 'em of their pains ; 
French freedoms, more a curfe, than Britain's chains. 



On 
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On the French Mies. 

THE battle-axe, our hardy Britons found, 
The fureft weapon to inflid a wound : 
The Turk his fcimiter ; the Parthian bow 
Was chofe in fields of death, to gall the foe : 
Rome in her contefts with invading kings, 
Still trailed £o her fword, her darts and flings. 

Her fighting fquadrons how does France 
defend ? 
With a faint's bone, a tooth, or finger's end: 
His living legions worfted, in their ftead, 
Lewis implores afliftance from the dead* 
His prayer is heard —brother now helping brother^ 
Onefenfelefs fkull, the guardian, of another; 
A rib, from fome fam'd martyr's coffin drawn, 
Has kill'd more foes, than great Soubize or Daun, 
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To the King. 

I N vain your troops their bravery (hew, 
Their fwords quite needlefs to cbaftize | 

A perjur'd rival wants no foe 
His guilt to punifh, but the Ikies! 

'Gainft impious power, and lawlefs might 
Your fword will always have the odds ; 

With men alone your armies fight j 
But Bourbon's, againft men and gods. 



To the Emprefs* on her Alliance with France, 

WHILE France, her treacherofis arms employs, 

Thy gafping empire to reftore ; 
Her friendihip half thy realms deftroys, 

What could a hoftile fword do more ? 

Thus Prury nymphs, to love inclin'd, 
Plunder your fob, your nofe efface j 

And fatal always when moil kind, 
Or pox or kill* when they embrace, 

On 



( n ) 



On the French Cruelty to the Englifti Prifoners. 

WHEN Gallia's troops in battle meet fuccefs, 
Their fpite is greater, as their courage lefs ! 
See the brave Britifh youth, notdoom'd to die, 
Pallid and faint, in her dark dungeons lie; 
Opprefs'd with hunger, loaded with their chains, 
The haughty vidtor, fmiling at their pains. 
The weeping walls. around 'em drop a tear, 
And feem with pity their complaints, to hear j 
While the proud foe with joy attends their moan, 
Ah 1 more relentlefs, tha/i the fofter ftone. 
How kinder much, by Gallia's fword to die, 
Than live, to per Un by her cruelty. 
In torments to prolong the wretch's fate ; 
Her mercy full as favage, .as her hats. 



Advice to a French Officer indifpofed. 

IF a do&or you want to get rid of your pain, 
At Berlin, a learned phyfician you'll fee; 

None pierces or opens a Gallican vejp, 
With half .the fuccefs, or fo nicely as he. 

c 4 t:^ 



( 24 ) 



Tho' the method he takes for effe&ing your cure, 
May the caufe of fome doubt to his patients afford j 

His hand never {hakes, but is ftcady and fure, 
For the lancet he ufes, is always a fword. 



A PROPHECY. 

WHEN Britain's tow'ring navies Neptune faw, 
Spread o'er his feas, the fubject deep to awe 5 
The power of ocean lifting up his head 
Above the waves, to each brave leader faid ; . 
That potent fceptre, lend me to controul 
The briny floods, which all around me roll ; 
I place it, hers by right, in Britain's hand, 
From pole to pole to ftretch her wide command : 
To the fea's fov'reign," now no longer mine, 
My power at once, and trident I refign ; 
My Tritons on their (hells, fhall found his fame, 
And Neptune's quite be loft, in George's name. 

O'er every nation, which the fun furveys, 
Or with it's rifing, or it's fetting rays ; 
Unaw'd by fo^, his enfigns (hall prevail, 
With viftor laurels, grae'd each opening fail ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe ifle ftiall ne'er my broken faith arraign, 
While Jove himfelf confirms, what I ordain. 



The ORACLE. 

LEWIS, impatient quite to know 
His fate next fpring upon the Rhine, 

Anxious the while, refolves to go, 

And clear his doubts, at Phoebus' fhrine. 

Strait to the oracle he went, 

Made a low bow ; when drawing near, 

* Pray (fays the God) with what intent, 

* What mighty bufinefs brought you here?" 

* From your dread tripod (he reply'd) 

* Prophetic power, I fain would know, 
4 If fortune, turning on my fide, 

* I once may hope to crufh my foe V 

* In my prefages, oft I'm out, 

* But if tQ Britain you repair, 

* She may perhaps refolve your doubt : 

* The fined oracle is there. 



« Wto 
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« What {he decrees, you muft iStdmit, 

4 Nor afk one Cngle reafon why ; 
« Three fages, Anfon, Howe, and Pitt, 

* Are prophets, full as wife as L 

' To fpeak my mind, if I may guefs, 
« From what already has been pafs'd ; 

* Your troops will have the fame fuccefc, 

* The next campaign, as in the lafL' 

Lewis, who thought the anfwer odd, 
Not fuited to his hopes, or pride ; 

Look'd four,— -and told the Ample god, 
.In anger, that his worfhip ly'd. 

* No more, fays he, upon your fhrines 

( From me, the hallow'd vi£tim bleeds ; 
4 My gen'ral's are as good divines, 

* Better perhaps, than Delphos breeds.* 



Om 
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On the Englifli Fleet in Harbour. 

SPREAD out fo lately on the crowded deep, 
Why in their ports, do Britain's navies fleep ? 
Say, from their dreaded foe, do they retire. 
Or have they lavifh'd all their (hot and fire ? 
Says Howe, 'My gallant failtrs want employ j 
France now has left them little to deftroy \ 
When next her flags appear upon the main, 
The Britifh thunders will be heard again ; 
Why my brave tars enjoy a (hort repofe, 
Is not for want of courage — but of foes ! 



A noble Refolution. 

SAYS Bourbon, one day, I (hall ne'er be at reft 
Till my empire extends from the eaft to the weft 
Till this ftate, nor that ftate, my power does confine 
Stretch'd out from the Garges and Ind. to the Rhine 
Proud Pruflia, the firft who my vengeance (hall feel 
And Britain the next at my footftool fhall kneel \ 
In another campaign, I am fix'd on her throne : 
jiays George,- Mighty fir, firft be furc of #our own 

Whs 



( 28 ) 

Tiate'er you may fancy, you fink in renown j 
totters already — take care of your crown : 
my navy, your terror, next fummer prevails, 
nay pay you a vifit, perhaps, at Verfailles. 



On a Generous Enemy. 

UR foreft oaks are now quite ufelefs grown ; 
ance builds us fleets with timber of her own. 
iy Lewis, Have your ftatefmen judg'd aright, 
o arm whole navies 'gainft yourfelf in fight ? 
our veffels thundering from the»Briti(h fhore, 
our realms defence, your guardians now no more j 
hey hear each other now with dread amaze, 
r hile Gallic againft Gallic cannons blaze. 
2t to our foe we prefents fend as good, " 

burning bullets, in exchange for wood. 



The Grand Coalition: or, 
$he Quadruple Alliance. 

WO kings and two queens, in a league lately 

join'd, 
In council deliver'd their diff'rent opinions; 

What 
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What fcheme was the wifeftj what methods to 
find, 
From Pruffia to ravifh her crown and dominions 

Sage Fred'ric the while, ftanding clofe by their fide, 

Attended each word of their politic chat ; 
While his empire between 'em the fovereigns 

divide, 
As you fhall haye this part, and I will have that. 

Says he, Mighty potentates, valiant and wife, 

E'er your fwords are uniheath'd, or you fetze on, 
my throne, 
In fo doubtful a cafe, if a foe may advife, 

To think of fome way for fecuring your own- 
As for you, Monfieur Lewis, I well know that 
war is 

Lefs pleafing to you than a wanton amour j 
Then abandon the war, and return back to Paris, 

To comfort and folace your dear Pompadour. 

Great madam of Auftria, I've read in the news, 
How forely by France you have oft been per- 
plex'd 5 



( 3° ) 

That you loft the laft war your hood, tucker and 
fhoes : 
Fray guard, from my huflars, your fmock in the 
next. 

You, lady, fo proud of your bears and your Rufles, 

To the burg of St. Peter I'd have you make hafte * 

If your lips are not tir'd, you may ftill fpare fome 

bufles 

To your captains and colonels who fmuggl'dyou 

laft. 

You mimic of royalty, (hade of a king, 

As your Swedifh batalions have little to boaft; 

Pray man a few barges, from Pruffia to bring 
The lhatter'd remains of the fquadrons you loft* 

Your plots, like the web which a fpider does fpin, 
Each thread but a trembling, fcarce vifible ray, 

Their texture fo brittle, fo flimfy and thin, 
With a breath, when I pleafe, I can puff 'em 
away. 

AH four look'd like ninnies, and hung down their 
heads, 
And thought on their whimfical proje&s no 
more* 

VTUto 
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While this way, and that way, they fcamperM and 
fled, 
And threw down their fwords they hid whetted 
before. 



On the French Colours being up in St. PaulV. 

PAUL, once a faint, but now a Gallic beau, 
In his new drefs does now himfelf admire ; 
Around his dome fo many lilies blow, 
How fragrant and how gay muft be his choir ? 



Jupiter and Mars. 

SAYS Jove to great Mars, as together they 
din'd, 

And pafs'd a few hours, on Olympus, away, 
I hear from below, that four monarchs have join'ct , 

Our hero of Berlin with hopes to deftroy. 

Tho' he fights like a god, and one born in our flues. 
Yet th' unequal contention muft quickly be o*er$ 

In vaiaon his courage our fav'rite relies, 
For how can one yraTti&t 4VEp»\fcHi*&KSsi».. 



• ( 32 J 

Says Mars, in reply, Oh ! be never afraid, 
From all dangers that threaten our champion is 
free* 

Two deities help, and he's fure of their slid, 
Of lightnings from Jove, and of vigor from me. 

While a brace of immortals his Worn infpire 
With courage, the monarch has nothing to fear j 

Each foe that now threatens, muft bleed, or retire, 
While you lend him your thunders, I lend him 
my fpear. 



A happy King. 

BOURBORN, contriving to be fully bleft 
And happy quite, the wifeft fcheme purfues \ 

No credit left, no money in his cheft, 

What has the monarch now to fear at lofe? 



Prufftan Timidity. 

THAT Frederic courage wants, fure none deny J 
From place to place you always fee him fly $ 

His 
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His rapid fpecd, nor rocks nor hills can ftay } . 
Still poiling on — but Firmor kads the way. 
One- chance however may retard his flight, 
If Firmor. turns, and dares renew the flight. 
A (landing warrior then, the foe might fee; 
The marble tow'r lefs firm and fix'd than He. 



tfo the Galilean King. 

T O finifh your wars, as you want frefh fopplics, 
Whe« next fhall your marfnals for fuccour repair? 

In the clouds they have always good trufty allies, 
For the devils, they tell us inhabit the air. 



Oh the redufiion of Louijbourgh. 

WHEN the burg of fam'd Lewis was faid to be ta'en, 
It's fleet all in flames, half it's garrifon flain ; 
Says Bourbon, there's none can know better than I, 
I tell you the news is all fable and lye. 
On my valiant Duroer is my truft and reliance, 
Who fights Kke a Mars, and bids England defiance ; 
Six thoufand pale Britons lay dead on the fhore j 
By a lift in my pocket, their numbers are more. 

D tv^ 
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In the hands of my genial the fbrtrels Is yet p 
If you credit not me, pray believe my gazette.. 

On the fight of the Ruffians, after the batth 
of Cruftein. 

FROM fruitful plains, and vallies fair> 

Why chufes Firmor to retreat ? 
He better likes a chilling air, 

Than in a milder to be beat. 

The prudent chief, tho' brave and bold,. 

Thought it much wifer to retire 5 
And rather freeze in Ruffia's cold, 

Than warm himfelf at Dohna's fire,, 



On the fame. 

WITH one loft battle, Firmor not content,, 
The doubtful war, determines to renew* 

Say Mars, Apollo fay, with what intent, 
To change one lofing battle, into two? 

Tp 
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To fhine at laft, a vi&or in the field* 

Still be thy hopes, brave hero kept alive ; - 

Nor to thy haughty foe e'er ftoop to yteld, 
Till thy two battles loft* encreafe to five* 

To Count DJUN. 

N O wonder, that thy fquadrons feel 

A terror, hearing Fred'ric's name ; 
Their (Words are only brittle fteel, 

His, like an angel's, tempered flame* 

^GENIUS of ENGLAND % 
to BRITANNIA. 

WHY favourite goddefe, penfive and alone, 
With feeming cares opprefs'd, upon thy throne t 
I come, by heaven commiulon'd, from the (kies, 
To wipe each tear of forrow from thy eyes ; 
To guard thy ifle, from dangers that furround, 
And pour a balm into each fettering wound* 
I hail thee, fov'reign emprefs of the main, 
Fix'd the decree above, the fates ordain ; 

D 2 Each 
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Each patriot's breaft, with wifdom I infpire ;\ 
Each warriors bofom, warm with martial fire r 
That flame which glow'd in each heroic breaft, 
Whenvanquifli'dGaulthymatchlefspow'rconfcfs^d. 
No more {hall daftard chiefs thy fleets command, 
Nor timerous generals head thy troops by land ; 
While Amherft does thy fame abroad fuftain, 
And Howe, with Gallic blood the ocean ftain, 
Their vengeance let thy angry foes purfue, 
If while they hate, they fear and tremble too. 

A true Gallic King. 

N O wonder that the fov'reign lord of France, 
Should live his fubjefts pride, and chief delight? 

For he can fing and fiddle, drefs and dance, 
And that's enough— for why fhould monarch* 
fight?/ 

fhe Majtiff and Curs. 

FOUR fnarling curs, a maftiff'fpy'd, 

Quite peaceful, and alone ; 
With wilhful looks, his breakfaft ey'd, 

And envy'd him his l?one. 

Let 
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T,et us, they cry'd, our forces join, 
Unite our martial powers ; 

In a firm league, if we combine, 
The bone will foon be ours. 

A dainty meal, we need .not lack, 

And yet no danger fear ; 
If two of us his front attack, 

Two charge him on his rear. 

Thus clofely prefs'd on either hand, 
We bid his fangs defiance ; 

Too weak his courage to withftand, 
Our quadruple alliance. 

Towfer, who heard the puppies prate, 

Made but a fhort reply j 
Since you refolve to tempt your fate, 

Prepare to bleed, or die. 

Too late their rafhnefs they deplore, 
Their ftrength unequal found ; 

With fears and blood all cover'd o'er, 
None Ycap'd, without a wound. 



4 
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For mercy now the cowards beg, 

For pardon loudly call; 
He heard — then lifting up his leg, 

Firft kick'd, then fpurn'd 'em all, 

JBounce, with a nofe and bloody ear, 
Snap with a gripe, difjnifs'd ; 

On Tray and Bluff, who quak'd for fear. 
He only groul'd and pifs'd, 

« Back to your kennel, Haves retire, 

c On fcraps and offals dine ; 
* And never more at treats afpire, 

« And banquets, nice as mine/ 



Fides Punica. 

CARTHAGE by faHhood, gain'd an impious fame, 
The arts of faithlefs Gaul are juft thj; fame* 
A length more infamous, whofe king has run i 
The pagan, by the chriftian king outdone. 



n 
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¥q the apoftolu Queen at Vienna; 

O N Britains fword, mifguided queen depend ; 
Long thy fupport, and guard, and fureft frien$U 
Prom treacherous Gaul, what fuccours canft thou 

find ; . , 

Who ruins firft, to fliew herfelf more kind? 
By friends undone, who now fhall pity (hew I 
To fave thy empire, truft a kinder foe. 
See, what rewards, what wreaths thy falfhood gains, 
Thy fubje&s ravag'd half, and half in chains > 
By famine wafted, rotting in a grave, 
Dug by a king, whb vow'd thy realms to five. 



On a late De/cent upon France. 

THO'. dregful once, thybucftingfulph'rous doud$ 
Thy thunders, mighty Jove, for once giveo'er ; 

Since Britain's vengeful cannons roar as loud, 
Pointing their flames againft the Gallic (bore. 



D* Tho' 
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Tho' launc'd by thee, the ruddy light'nings glow, 
Yet, ah ! unequal flill, your rival ;;ower. 

The Britifh warrior, a more dangerous foe—* 
Jove only, rends an oak— Howe fplits a tower. 

On the mutability of Fortune. 

HOW oft% and how loudly does Fortune proclaim* 
Her fmiles are uncertain, her favours but brittle; 

Who lately has alter'd a monarch's proud name, » 
From Lewis the great, to poor Lewis the little. 

On the frhilesofthegoddefs, might Britain prefume. 
In another campaign her battalions to blefs ; 

A gem or two more could fhe pluck from his plume* 
His- title may dwindle from little to left. 



On a Tbankjgiving at Paris, for a defeat at 
Crevelt. 

?"(? /& French King, 

WITH trophies fair as thefe, with fuch fuccefs, 
Thy piou S wots, may heavea ev« Ytafe \ 
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Oh ! what can fave, this fortune's fav'rite fon, 

Who by his victories is half undone, 

And often lofes, by a battle won* 

Strange myftic triumph ! when to win the prize, 

The vanquifh'd follow, and the vicLr flies. 



} 
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T O cheat his fubjecls, Bourbon may have leave, 
AVho tries his God devoutly to deceive ; 
Pays him the pious debts, he never ow'd, 
And thanks him for thofe gifts, he ne'er beftow'd $ 
Prophan'd by thee, who now fhall dread the Iky -, 
Whofe temples thus delude, and altars lie ; 
Where joy is feign'd, by wretches in defpair, 
And Heaven oft banter'd, with a fulfome prayer. 



On the reduftion of Canada and Quebec, 

O T H E R S by flow degrees to glory rife ; 
Britons refolve at once* and feize the prize ; 
Whofe ardent troops, no dangers can difmay; 
A province, but the conqueft of a day. 
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A Grand Debate. 

SAYS Lewis to Clermont, I've fomewhere been 

taught, 
That angels have lae'd on their armour and » 

fought ; 

And beat the black fquadrons of Satan to nought. - 
Suppofe an exprefs we to Heaven (hould fend, 
(It might go by a frank) to make Michael our 

friend, 
One ally from above, perhaps may do more 
Than our colonels and captains, have e'er done 

before ! 
How foon (hould I pluck down yon Hannover's 

pride 
Could I fight, with an cherub, wcll-arm'd by my 

fide. 
On her troops and her courage, tho* Britain relies* 
She may dread a wing'd warrior that falls from the 

flues. 



T\* 
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The New Metamorphofts. 

OLD Homer in his learned Iliad tells, 
(And Homer's word no critic fure difputes) 

Of fam'd Ulyffes' troops, by Circe's fpells f 

And magic arts transform^ to beafts and brutes 

Of wond'rous changes Ovid too is full. 

His nymphs oft turn'd to trees, to birds and cow* 

Great Jove himfelf, a fwan, a (hower, a bull, 
While fair Europa, a young heifer lows* 

-Now had the poet liv'd, we might have feen, 
' Folks in as different fhapes converted foon % 
A goofe, or owl, Vienna's changling queen ; 
Richlieu an ape, and Lewis a baboon* 

Yet Naflb, greater ftill had been thy art, 

And future bards would the great wonder fing ; 

Could'ft thou infpire with virtue Bourbon's heart, 
And change a Gallic, to a Chriftian King ! 
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On the Gallic Navy. 

HER fleets equip'd, ' her waving colours fly, 
Her opening lilies blaze along the fky ; 
O'er e ;, ery foe her navies mufr prevail, 
—But firft, let Britain give km leave to fail j 
To quit their ports all effort?, but in vain, 
While her dread flags controul, and awe the maixx^ 

The Refohition. 

LET not thy vengeance Britain be allay'd, 
Till all his debt the perjur'd Gaul has pay'd ; 
Till Auftria's queen thy indignation feels ; 
Till Sweden trembles, and till Ruflia kneels. 
The thunder, which th' aftonifli'd world alarms, 
Lefs dreaded than thy fword, and vengeful arms. . 

On the Battle, cf Hockftead. 

* B E G A R, fays a monfieur, the battle juft o'er, 

* Bote fide be de terrible coward I find ; 

* Bote tir'd wid de fighting — de French fly before, 

4 And where be difference den, de Englifli behind. 
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* De troops of our monarch, bote nimble and light,. 

< On dere fword, and dere mufket, but feldom 
4 relying, 

* And de Britons, tho* better at blows in de fight, 

* Yet our gallan brigades ftill out-dp 'em in flying/ 



On the firft appearance of the Ruffian 
Troops, x 

To the Empress. 

S O rough, and fo rugged, thy bearfkin brigades, 
Without righting or blows, may be conquerors 
ftill; 
Your captains half victors, before they invade, 
Who frighten more foes, than they wound* or 
they kill* 



\On the Brufiels Gazette. 

WHEN Auftria's triumphs, Maubert wou'd exprefs, 
In print each week — the Devil fets the prefs ; 
Black is the ink, with which the artift writes, 
But blacker much the fcandal he indites 5 
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No need of many falfhoods, to fupply 
His weekly news — 'tis all One general lta 



On tie Empress, indifpos'd, 

S I C K of the war, her lofles Auftria weeps, 
And keeps her bed — the only thing fhe keeps. 
But, ah ! warm blankets little help afford, 
All had gone better, had fhe kept her word % 
Her pains are neither in her head or breaft, 
But 'tis her broken faith, that breaks her reft ; 
Would'ft thou bid all thy bofom pangs defiance, 
One dofe will cure — renounce thy French alliance. 



On tbt Arms of France and England. 

A NOBLE beaft does Britain's colours grace j 
A pallid flower, the Gallic flags debafe ! 
Say, critics ! think you not the conteft filly t 
A match betwixt a lion and a lilly i 



( 47 ) 



A French Cordial under Afflifiitms. 

THO* the gallant exploits of the Gallican youth, 
And the laurels they win, in each fortunate battle} 

No where but at Paris will pafs for a truth, 
Yet they ferve very well for a puff and a rattle. 

An ode or a fonnet, in praife of their chief, 

Quite eafes each breaft, which before was in pain ; 

And a joke, and a fatire on pudding and beef, 
Makes aa ample amends for a lucklefs campaign* 



Upon the Infcripion on a Pedeftal of the 
Equeftrian Statue of Lewis XIV* 

Viro Immortali. 

ETERNITY on earth, no doubtthe prize, 
Of Bourbon, always vi&or in each fight ; 

Read the infcription juft below— here lies 

The great immortal man— who died laft night* 



. <^ic 
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On the precipitate Retreat of the Auftriani 
out of Saxony. 

To the K I N G of P R US S I A. 

'YOUR troops are wanted now no more $ 
Ufelefs their fwords, their guns and fire ; 
Send but your awful name before, 
Without a blow, your foes retire. 

Thus when loud thonders rend the flcy, 

Mortals below their terrors own ; 
Fancy the fiery death is nigh, * 

E'er yet the ruddy bolt is thrown. 



A Tranjlation of a French Epigram. 

FALSE perjur'd France ! the fcourge of every ftate f * 
Thy friendfhip full as fatal, as thy hate ; 
For thy allies, what trophies haft thou won ; 
By thy bafe art, and treacherous fchemes undone I 
For Auftria's queen, what zeal didft thou profefs, 
Yet Piuffia's kinder troops have hurt her lefs ; 

Each 
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Each field by thee diftain'd with German gore \. 
Could Frederic's vengeance, when enrag'd do more f 
How inyftic is the blood, which friendfhip (pills r 
The wound how deep, when kind good nature kills ? 

$be Proofs a Refurreftion. 

H O tV" different is the fete of thofe who fall ; 
The fons of Britain, and the troops of Gaul ? 
Thofe die outright, whenever they are (lain ; 
Thefe kill'd irt battle, live to fight again. 
His foe again, each combatant purfues, 
Tho' left ftone dead, in Bruflels lying news. 

On the Battle of Neifle. 

HEAR Philip's fon, his wretched fate proclaim, 
Sighing one world, too narrow for his feme ! 
Had the vain Greek his legions hither brought, 
When Pruffia led.his troops, or Marlbro' fought ; 
When Europe to their fwords, her freedom ow'd $ 
His tears, from quite another caufe had flow'd $ 
Mourning his arm too feeble to fubdue, 
(When fuch his foes) that fingle world he knew. 

J 
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On the fame. 

WHEN Caefar's ?i£or arm the world futduerf j 
The arts of war unknown, each foe was rude. 
Unfkill'd to guide the Charge, or to renew, 
The Gaul and Brhon from his troops withdrew* 
While oft by pride, and wild ambition led, 
When Caefar triumph'd, his fad country bled* 
Laurels, when heaven to Frederic's valour gave* 
His caufe \vas honeft, and his foes were brave* 
Each warlike ftate* 'gainft his arm that rofe* 
Twas great to quell — a fame, but to oppofe < 
All blefs his fword — his tyranny none blame, 
Who, without Cae&r's guilt, feared all his fartie« 

On the Jam*. 
Veni, Vidi, Vici. 

GREAT Caefar's rapid triumphs all admir'd ; 
Ffom whofe dread fwqrct e'en Pompey's fdf retir'd ? 
He came — faw — conquer'd — Frederic's name doesr 

awe, 
And eonqusr arihies, which he Aever faw : 

What 
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What foe* (hall then withftand the hero's mighty 
Or dare his fword, who tremble at his fight i 
A little lhaiiieful/Fabius*, your retreating j 
Which wifely you prefer'd, before a beating* 



On the unnatural Alliance between France 
and Germany. 

5T<? the E M p R e s s. 

SUPREME in each* no critic fure can tell* 

In guilt or folly, if you moft excell • 

To your inveterate foe fupport to lend, 

Your arm to lift, againft your trueft friend ; 

Britain's alliance proudly to difbwn* 

Whofe fword has more than once fecur'd your 

throne ! , ' 

If ho external pangs your peace moleft, 
Has confeience left no fting within your breaft ? 
Live then a wretch, your own accufer live, 
Rome may, but Heaven youf guilt can (caret 

forgive. 

E % Lqv* 

* A title giwn f © Owx& Ttaoot. 
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Love and Empire. 

EACH night, in peace and quiet Lewis fleep*, 
Soft are his (lumbers, quiet his repofe ! 

Quite happy, tho his beggar'd country weeps; 
For why fhould kings regard their fubjeds woes ? 

Of half his ruin'd empire difpofleft, 

To footh his boibm, beauty has it's charms^ 
His fleets and armies loft, he £1111 is bleft, 

While Pompadour lies panting in his armsr 

Pruffia may threaten, Britain may invade. 
Each hoftile field with flaughterM legions fill; 

One fingle fmile from that once blooming maid, 
Gives him to live a mighty conqueror ftill. 



On the Reduttion of Guadaloupc. 
To the Hon. Colonel B a r r i n g t o ff . 

HOW cruel Barrington, your favage breaft, 
To fright, and give your Gallic foe no reft ! 
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Each courier that arrives, difturbs his mind, 
Port after fort ; now this, now that refign'd ; 
Without a fugar cargo from his fleet. 
How can the monarch drink his coffee fweet ? 
On his nice palate, what a lading ftain, 
If fprc'd to fip his tea and coffee plain ? 
Already fam'd, no higher glory feek j 
But fpare, in pity fpare, his Martinique; 
Or elfe you fpoil his new thankfgiving tune, 
Composed to hymn his battles wop in June. 



/idvice to the French King. 

WITH care your trembling coafts defend ; 

A watchful eye on Rodney keep ; 
Your boats flat-bottom'd, may defcend 

Elfe, to tbe bottom of the deep. 

Froin Breft, before your navies ride, 
Credit a foe, 'twould be difcreet, 

To wait for an eclipfe, to hide 
Yyajr fquadrons from the Britifh fleet. 



** 
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With wings inftead of fluggifh fails, 

Thy trembling veffels then fupply ; 
For, ah ! their canvafs nought avails, 

Whene'er thy navies want to fly. 

On the French Fleets, block* d up at Toulon 
and Breft. 

HER fleets romantic Bijtain manns 

In queft of fume, abroad to roam : 
Great Lewis forms much wifer plans, 

And navies builds, to keep at home, 

Yet may they venture on the main* 

And o'er each daring foe prevail ; 
If Hawk's confent they firft obtain, 

And Broderkk gives 'em leave to foil. 

All for Love. 

SMIT with the love of feme, and glories charms, 
In' bloody fields their fate let others meet ; 

While Pompadour lies panting in my arms, 
Says Lewis, here to die, my death is fweet. 

TV* 
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The globes wide realms, let giddy heroes (hare. 
Who toil thro 9 dangers to acquire renown ; 

One fingle lock of my Luanda's hair, 
I value far beyond an Eaftern crown, , 

Low at thy altars, Venus, fee I bend, 

Breathing my vows each morning at thy fhrine ; 

My Weftern empire loft, be thou iny friend, 
Still, while the fair one fmiles, the world is mine, 



"To bis Royal Highness the DUKE of 
CUMBERLAND. 

THO' nurs'd in camps, 'midft dangers bred, 
The hardy chiefs of Greece and Rome j 

The lawrel grac'd your vi&ar head ; 
E'er Cae&r's wreaths began to bloom. 

If fame fo fair, your youthful prime, 

What mint experienc'd age afford 5 
Compleat your glory at a time, 

E'er the fifth Harry drew his <wotd. 



U 
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When fuch the beam, fo ftrong and bright, 

The luftre of your morning ray ; 
What nobler flame, and fuller light, 
* Shall burft from your meridian day*. 



To the fame, on bis gallant Behaviour at the 
Battle of Dettingcn. 

TOO prodigal of life ! oh ! fpare 
That Mo6d, which now too warmly flows ; 

Lent you, by Heaven's indulgent care, 
To guard i}s from our future foes, ' 

Mournful the triumph of the day, 
With rebel gore your troops all lav'dj 

Were your important life to pay, 
For realms fubdu'd, and empire favVh 

Pity, the warrior's generous flame, 
Should Britain's anxious cares renew 5 ' 

That what augments the hero's fame, 
Should wake his country's terror too. 

'Whofr 
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Whofe deeds die tranfport quite abate, 
Which elfe would in each bofom live ; 

While our kin4 fears for William's life, 
Supprefs the joy his triumphs give. 

Whofe daring fword we hardly blefe, 
Where'er it gleams, of vi£Fry fure, 

And ahnoft wifh his courage lefs, 
To think the hero more fecure, 



TRUEROYALTY. 

To t be fame. 

THO' from his birth no mean applaufc 
Britain's lov'd chief may juftly claim » 

Yet from his own fair a£b he draws 
A nobler title to his fame. 

The regal arms, the proud defcent, 
The creft, their gre^t forefathers gave, 

Are pageants all ; and vainly lent, 
Unlets they make the fons more bravew 
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From royal veins, the blood that flow* 
To their great race, a glory gives ; 

But he that on himfelf, beftows 
A ftme, the greateft hero lives. 



To the KING $f PRUSSIA: 

SHEATH not, brave prince, your vengeful blade j 

Nor e'er recal the pious vow ; 
Till Gallia's liilies droop and fade, 

And the plume {hakes on Bourbon's brow. 

Till peace once more regains her throne, 
Till freedom is by your toils reftor'd -, 
\ Their great aflertor's bravery own, 

And thank his arm, and blefs his fword* 

Till treafon fwell'd with rage in vain> 
j A juft reward, atlaft, does meet ', 
!» And tortur'd with her brazen chain, 
Lies bleeding at the vi&or's feet. 






r> Where the pale fury in defpair, 
Coqfeqts to throw her fword afvk \ 
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And -to .the conqueror breaths a prayer, 
Whofe vengeance late, her arm defyM. 



On the pretended Invafton. 

3* the French Admiral* 

S O flow, and yet fo eager to invade ! 
v Is gafconading then your Gallic trade ? 
Your gallant fquadrons prefs'd to crofe the main | 
JJravely to prefs into their ports again. 
Your fleets not lofing in this naval war 
A captain, boatfwain, or one Angle tar ; 
Quite joyful to their forts they now retreat, 
With feme fufficient— that they were not beat. 
To ftorm our towns, why have his cannons fail'cU 
They quite forgot their bullets when they fail'd ; 
Our Britifli walls were high, our caftles higher; 
The Gallic powder wet, and would not fire t 

Lewis give orders for a new thankfgtving, 
That thy brave failors are return'd all living \ 
Than death, to undergo a fate more cruel ; 
Starving at home, on meagre tripe and gruel. 
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On the Reduction of Quebec. 

FOR candles, rockets, fireworks, thatdifplay 
Their luftre round, night turning into day ; 
What mighty fums each month does Britain pay ? 
If thus we triumph, Lewis, every year, 
You'll make our pcfarder, and our faggots dean 

On the fame. 

GALLIA, at laft thy terrors all are o'er, 
Dreading the Britifh thunders now no more. 
Thy king in fafcty may himfelf repofe, 
Secure from danger, and from future foes ; 
And why ? — he now has nothing left to lofe. 
In all his Weftern world, what now remains, 
If won, fcarce pay the vidor for" his pains ? 



i 
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On the Retreat of the French, after ify 
Battle of Minden. 



HOW cheaply are his laurfels won. 
With hoftile gore his fword fcarce ftain'd j 
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By Pruflia* if not quite undone 
With Contades, 'tis a battle gain'd ! 

No Roman chief e'er claim'd a crown, 
Before his foes were foundly beat j 

Our hero on his knees falls down, 
And thanks his Heaven for a retreat. 



On the French Fleet bhdtd Up in the 
Harbour at Brefh 

WHY fhine thofe flags ? thofe lilies, why iifyUf 
Their filver light, and open to the day ? 
How peaceably in war does France behave ! 
Whofe guns are filent, while her colours wave! 
Her tall afpiring mafts like forefts (hew, 
Allfix'd, as on their hills, where firft they grew* 
Afraid to move, where Britain's fleets appears 
The dove thus trembles,' when a Hawke is near. 

Dear Bourbon then, refign the fighting trade i 
To thofe who threaten, and who dare invade; 
Without the fun, his flames will fhcw the way, 
Where Rodney lights thf air, without *dv^ 
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Guide thee, without one taper in the fky, 
Where half thy finoaking forts in ruins lie j 
Tho' now thy realms defence, by Fate's decree* 
What Troy now is, thy Dunkirk once may be* 



Qn the fame. 

THY trident, Neptune, now no longer thine* 
*To Britain* regent of the feasj refign : 
*Thy Tritons fhelly trumps are heard no more* 
Mere bagpipes, where her vengeful cannons roar} 
See ! in her ports whole Gallic navies fleep j 
Afraid to truft, or venture on the deep* 

Where'er Britannia's awful flags appear, 
; f h£ rock and tempeft lefs augment their fear : 
The ftorm may threaten ; furges lafh the fhore, 
feut Howe's loud thunders terrify much more * 
To whofe refiftlefs fleet, alone, 'tis lent 
T' imprifon, and befiege a continent ; 
Whofe foes, a conqueft boaft, when they retire* 
And think it glory, to efcape his fire. 

Say, Lewis ! will your new flat-bottom'd bargesj 
Defray the coft of timber and of charges; 
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Which rottihg, yet may fcrve another turn ; 
-They cannot fight indeed, but they may bupfe 
And thus a higher glory may acquire, 
To warm your tea, and light a monarch's fire i 
Nice barks, whene'er you want to fup or dine. 
To bring you crabs* or lobfters, up the Seyne § 
Or when you treat your marfbak at Verfeilles, 
To grace your royal feaft* with frogs and Anils.' 
With cockboat-barges theft attempt no more. 
To land your armies on the Britiih (hone | 
The rafh attempt, your Paris elfe may rue, 
And Belltfie (hare the fate of monfieur Qse* 



On the Emprefs Queen's fatting Marihal 

Daun's Hdt and Swofd t* Rome, to Bt 

blefs'd and confecrated by the Pope, 

AH ! Frederic ! be cautious, take heed how you go* 
Nor venture a battle* next Summer's campaign ; 

To purchafe frefh laurels, and vanquiih your foe, 
Your bombs and youfr cannons will thunder in vaim 
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Oh the thoughts of your bravery, no more be 
repos'd, 
Since Daun from your lance, no impreffion can 
feel; 
In a fuit of ftrong armour, your rival enclos'd, 
Which mocks the weak thruft, and the point of 
your fted. 

Ah ! Pruffia, at laft be youf terrors confeft, 
On your troops and their courage, no Iongef 
prefume ; 
Your foe* with his fword lately chriften'd and bleft, 
From your head may foon ravifh, and brufh off' 
your plume* 

Great queen apoftolic ! what need of gens d'arm*, 
Of Calmuck* and Coflacks your legions to fill ; 

Your generals keen blade will defend you from 
harms, 
Wherever he waves it, ne'er failing to kill. 

What triumphs and fame your brave leader muft 
boaft, 

The hope of frefh lawrels, what tranfports infprre j 
You miftrefs of Europe, now ruling the roaft, 

Poor Ferdinand warming his nails at the fire. 

H 
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If Home's benedicYion, his war-horft had got, 
Your hero might laugh at die cannons vain iburtd; 

Either charge or retreat) either gallop or trot 
Thro 9 the battle, without any dread of a wound* 

Who then ihali pretend with your armies to cope, 
What monarch the ftrength of your empire deride i 

When Ruffia and Paris, the Devil and Pope, 
Four trufty allies* have engag'd on your fide. 

Vet Daun, tho' your wifibm is very profound, 
The hat which was fent you, may prove a 
- deceiver; 

for credit the mufe, you may meet with a wound 
In battle, in fpite of your catholic beaver. 

A good Britifh blade, if made keen by a George* 
Will open a gaih, full as deep and as fine; 

As the weapons of Auftria, tho* work'd on the forge 
Of your Vulcans, who ply on the Danube or 
Rhyne* 



0# /Ztf Eritifli Congtieftstn America. 

THE Weftern worldj to ^es paft miknownV '' 
Britain's victorious fleets have made our own : 
The fwarthy Indians,^ now our flags adore, 
And pay their homage to', the fun no* more. 
To Nature's fartheft bounds* our navies fly* ■ 
Nor dread the freezkigy • or the burning (ky ; 
In every drftant clime to purchafe fame, 
No ice the pole* *fhV tropics 1 nave no dame ; 
To the ricK glebej her oalts r thcir vigor owe, 
But Britain's laurels in the ocean grow : 
Here'a!! their beauty; arid renown they gain ; : ' 
Deep rooted,' m their 1 element; the main. 



O^Marfhal Qmvf* going, on a Pilgrimage- \ 

GOO^^idus Oatfn, before' fie takes the field, ' 

Upon a pilgrimage refolves to go ; 
And thinks it quite profane, his fword to wield, 

E'er he has kifs'd fome holy martyrs toe. 



barefooted now,, the zealous chief prepares* -7- 

To vifit fome religious mufty fhrines ; 

And on his bended knees, invokes the prayers 
Of each kind faint, to proiperhis defigns. 

With a fanflify'd rag of a fmock or a (hirt, 
From the tail of a nun, or the back of a friar j 

Affur'd that a bullet could dp him no hurt, / 

Tho'he charg'd and he fought, in ftiemidftbf* 
the fire. 

Each buckram poppet fmil'd ; was heard to fay, 
Brave Warrior, buckle on your coat jf mail j 

In the next battle, yours the glorious qay :, r .... ,^ 
Truft to our promifes, which, never fai]%;. 

To his great queen, in Wptu^e^n'eretU^nlS^ 11 ^ A 
Celeftial vigor does his bread irifpire ; ii; "* 

While for the fight, he withes, pants and burns,. 
His thoughts high-mounting; and hisToul on fife. < 

At Rome, his hat andTwbrd alr^ao^rJlefti 1 *"* l ^ 
In his crarri'd pockets, relic's "nota mOtifi l ~ 

Ah ! Frederic ! tho* of glory once pofleft, 

Thus arm'd, your rival kills all hopes of more. 

%i :V F % TWk. 
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Think e'er you venture to the dangerous field* 
s Or to attack the Marihal, or purfiie ; 
- In vain you pierce his confecrated fhieM, 
And fight againft a faint and hero too. 

In time, of thy refiftkfs foe afraid. 
From the dread warrior, gallops firft away % 

With Mary, and with Bridget for his aid, 
'Tis wife to leave the field— 'tis death to ftay, 



To the French Admiral at Brefh 

AT anchor ftill your navies ride, 
Imprifon'd on the Gallic (hore ; 

A wind perhaps, or favouring tide* 
Are wanting, to convey 'em o'er. 



Why in their harbours clofe confin'd ? 

Dear Conflans once the truth declare y 
Tis not for want of tide or wind ; 

Tis Britain's fag, detains 'em there. 



Thru 
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three Simile's properly applfd. 

THE cautious rat, oft us'd abroad to ftrole, 
When pUfs is nigh, keeps clofe within his hole; 
The timorous lark, ne'er leaves her grafly Bed, 
While the dread falcon hovers o'er her head ; 
And the proud lordly ftag betrays a fear, 
When his dire foe, the opening pack is near : 
Thy hopes of conqueft, Bourbon thus are o'er, 
While Howe lies thundering on the Gallic fhore j 
Back to the ports, thy trembling navy runs, 
Their anchors of more fervice, than their guns, 



Love of Fame. 

WITH envy all on their fuperiors look; 

The Yquire would be a knight, the knight, a duke ; 

The prieft, as warm a candidate for fame, 

Does proudly at the prelate's mitre aim ; 

While monarchs, fcorning fame beneath the ikies, 

Pant, to be rank'd with kindred deities. 

Ambition fires the coward and the bras* I 
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Warm'd by it's flame, the bafe and bold we fee; 
What Pruflia is, poor Lewis fain would be-! 
Trophies and triumphs flutter in his head ; 
His field of battle, a foft featfier T bed ; 
Where beauty does his v amorous breaft inspire j . , # 
AndJr\unpadour aflifts to fan His fireu 

■*■.:■. ■" '. i 

, ... ■' .. .■ " ■:■./ 

On the Tbiilon Squadron paffing through fh$ 
. Gut of Gibralter undifcovefd. 

TOO late, ta CI ite, his aiikward fate, 

BegmS^ras ! to Curfe ;"'*"* l '■ 
Who cunriirigfy gotthro^one f^ »..-■.. 
To fall into a worfe ! 

Convinced at laft, it was in vain* 1 

Or to reful:, or fly $ . f . ; * >- 

When ridipg vi£ors on the main, t -, 

Britannia's flags are nigh. , 

v . ., ...•..■«... ... 

A partridge thus, "who 'fca^ the net, - ', 

Taints alllver danger r>iift j 
Till by a Hawke tlife viftimmet, ' . ' : " 

Itecomk hit jp&ty if-lafti 1 '■-"> - - 
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On a late Au8ion at Paris, r . ■ . ! ;/ 

\VALK in, genteels,and purchafe— here arc fold*. 
\Vh : atefcp you fancy ,. if you :havc but gold. 
Here* we fell naval captains by the fcore, . • • 

"Whp/e blades i? e'er drank; one ounce of EngWh gore. 
>Jice warriors who, well drefc'd, for glory ftrain; : 
Draw out their fwords«*»*to put 'em up again. 
What tho' they courage want^-yet for fupplying 
That want* they all are dexterous ,quite at flying. 
See next, a royal ftrumpet to be foldi f 
For, flow our monarch thimks> fee grows too old r 
The maid of Orleans, fav'd our realms before $ 
Now threatened, to be ruin'd by a whore. 
A king*s defire, too homely to fulfill, 
She yet may fen e, to pleafe a fubje& ftill j 
Flat-bottom boats to fell ye, we have got ; 
Better be fold, than' lie at home and rot. 
Who bids for navies, in their ports which keep ; 
Which never darM* to crofe the dangerous deep; 
Witkftfetyi better pleas'd at Baft ito,ftay* . , 
For fe&gf % ecting Hawk** < tbafc\&& <& ^v 
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Here we have peaceful troops let out to hire^ 
Whofe mufkets have long fince forgot to fire. 
Chiefs frighted at a trumpet's (bund, and fome 
Who turn quite pale, if near a rattling drum * 
Whofe ear, much fofter notes would better fuit) 
Quite ravifh'd, with a fiddle or a flute. 
Here great Contades, his feme in fight not fmall j 
For nine-pence, yours — both hero, plume and all, 
Tho 9 not renown'd for fighting, or for cunning, 
No footman e'er excelPd the chief in running ; 
Who wants our tars, one ftrait, who boldly paft, 
To fall into a ftrait much worfe at laft. 
The brave de Clue we fell, that chief of feme, 
His legs (hot off— tho' now a little lame ; 
Not want of courage, but the work of chance, 
He ftill may fight— «ltbo' he cannot dance, 

Old Richlieu next— we fell him by the pound, 
Who ne'er in fight, could boaft a fear or wound $ 
Tho' no brave marfhal boune'd, or rattled louder, 
He never could endure the fmell of powder. 
How cheap are generals ? — If you bid t\6 more, 
You have him for a fingle Louis d'Ore, 

To part with half her faints, our church is willing, 
You \>uy *cm cheap— a town fox * ftvNCvc^N 
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Here holy water, two-pence by the quart ; 
No foap fo prevalent, to cleanfe the heart : 
One drop or two, if fquirted in your face, 
Your confeience fcours,and fills your foul with grace 
Who purcbafes this flap of Mary'« pinner, 
Which only touch'd, will fave the vileft (inner ; 
More facred (till, this remnant of her fhift, 
To Heaven which does the happy buyer lift ; 
No blot or ftain, does now his bofom taint, 
JSut in a trice, a rogue becomes a faint. 

Here, we fell fchemes for managing intrigues, 
Good, pious, wholefome tricks, for breaking leagues 
How folks may plunder, lye, fbrfwear and kill j 
Yet live and die good Gallic chriftians {till. 



On the perpetual Lamps burning in the Chape 
where the French Kings are inter' d. 

SEE round each mighty monarchs facred fhrine, 
In golden rows, what lamps for ever fliine ! 
With folemn reVrence, blazing all to keep 
7V vaute in Gtfcty , vrVrctt ikwax uK«& %rs^. 
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holy church, no doubt, thefe tapers.given, ; 
guide her faints fecurcly up to Heaven ! 
ithout who/e light, they might have chanc'd to mife v 
eir road, when blundering in the dark to blifs, ^ 

the precipitate Flight of Marjhal Contades 
after the Battle of Minden, 

w cheaply are his laurels won, 
With hoftile gore his fword fcarce ftain'd ; 
Pruffia, if not quite undone, 
The marfhal thinks, 'tis honour gain'd. 

► Roman chief e'er claim'd a crown, 
Before his foes were foundly beat; 
jr hero wins the fame renown, 
And claims a wreath for his retreat. 



Fides Tunica. 

\RTHAGE,by fal{hood,gain'd an impious fame; 
lie arts of treacherous Gaul, are much the fame j 
hofe guileful looks, the mafk of virtue, wear ; 
' fight, not half to fafe, as to foifweat. 

Rex 
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Rat a; , (^fiio^n^s. 



HIS heralds fure, the tiile muft mifplace ! "* a ' "" 
A chriftian king, without one chriftian grace ! 
Satan would triumph, .and. rejoice tq.fee; . ? ^ 
All naonarchs, juft fuch chriftian kings as he. 

0/* /£* Death of /Aebrave General Wp^re^c 

IN Britain's caule»f>wh e ^ h e r fapi'dje^detrs, bk&. , . 
We pour'jl our fqrrows o'er . the generous dead %' }\ 
When Wolfe expur'd.upoji the hoftije plain, r . , ( ^ 
'Twas not one chief-^but; half an army flaio^ . , • »* 

r 

.._, _■ • ,. ....... :. .,.T' 

Yet to his troops, he ftill continued kindi 

Leaving his courage, and his foul behind j 
With the fame glowing beat, wtylefhefe behave, ^ 
Yet, yet he lives, and conquers in his grave'. ^ 
In death, the 4iero.tdoes himfelf furyive^ > ..-.,<. ryj* 
He fights our bat^^ftill, r as, whe.n.alivc i\ .„ , .. y/ 
Does his. own fpiritGocjach breajft impact, .,,. .. y yt 
And b.-eatbu-n fla»e iflto «^$l^*J?^k^\** 
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When warm with vengeance, preffing on the foe, 
They lift the fword— 'tis Wolfe that ftrikes the blow* 
Eternal laurels, round whofe urn (hall bloom, 
Astd, fhade* for ever green, the warriors tomb* 



To tie Statuary, dejign'd t* eriSt Gtntral 
Wolfe's ManmneuL 

THE warriors outward form, and awful mein, 
On die fioooth-breathing marble may be feen ; 
But, ah ? confefs, with all thy boafted art, 
The chizel wants a power, to (hew his heart ; 
Half the brave viflor here, is well expre&'d ; 
Our thought muft add, and wonder at the reft > 
The figure ftill unfinifh'd, till you find 
The fecret out— in ftone to carve the mind. 



On tbefpeedy Reduction of Quebec and Canacfc, 

TO diftant worlds, the gallant troops we fend, 
Wait not for lingering time, to gain their end ; 
With the proud foe, not long the warm difpute ; 
At once tbey plan, at once they execute. 

See, 
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See, from their walls, the daftard cowards run, 
The fight half finMh'd 9 e'er 'tis well begun ! 

Thus the wing'd bombs, die fearful eye amaze ; 
Which threaten dfeths like comets, when they blaze* 
This moment whirls the (hell acrofc die ikies, 
The next— o'erwhelm'd in duft, die fortrefs lies* 



¥<? the French Admiral* 

THE feas are open; the frefh gale, 
To quit their port does now invite ; 

Will Conflans, nothing then prevail. 
Or tempt your boats to rijque a fight ? 

*Tis confeious dread, and pale defpair, 
And not the adrcrfe tide and wind % 

Hawke's colours waring in die air, 
That keep your navy dofe confin'd* 



A Doubt rcfoh'd. 

LEWIS, deepmufing, on a day, 
His doubts unfolds, at Mary's (brine ; 



**ik 



1 
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At hqme ne*t fpring, or crofs tjip Rhyic,! -, ^-p 

To whom the. yirgin thus replies . 1 . 

'Cojnfult With. Pitt, what courfe to follow } 
Who, from n is tripod propfiecies, . 
Better than I^-or god Appjlo. . 

You'll have his anfwer in a trice, 

How to retrieve your loft renown j 
This, I prefume, 4 hii kind adsrfcevi*. /? 

Go, fue for peace — and fave your crown. 



.-> r 



^ - x On the late, TkitifcConque/ts in Amcrwby vjr 

|j 7* Mr. VOLTAIRE. " " 

J . : ■ |ij;, • . . i-ii.. - ■ *J ';>;• « .-mi* ; *Li* 

: J SAY, poet 1 k fyy H^fe afleep, At d*ad r ... ■ : ; \ 
;i No raptures left; thy boipm to. eaflame ? j ' >>//il * 

* Thy country's {glfifie^pnc^hoj^ 

And wider ftill to ftretch thy monarch's fame I 

' Say, has thy pen up joyful news. to. tell, 

Of kingdoms vanquifli'd, and of battles won j 

What numbers of his foes, at jMinden fell, 7 • \ 

And Britain^ .by hi&navies half, undone. ■;. : 
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Haft thou no prefcnt left, no brighter plume, 
Fluttering to fwell thy Gallic king's renown; 

TO'i&iig-ftb * littes,' in the f lion's room** : \\ v 
And add one feather more to Bourbon's crown. 






It's freight now landed on the Britifh fhore, -•.-'; f 
Once the rich burden of his fugarM fleet j \ SA 

Oh ! fay,: muft mighty Lewis, now no more -■ •?:■: 
At breakfeft, drink his tea arid coffee fwteet ? il 

How deep the fall, amazing to thy eye ! ' > 

ShallBourbon from a life of glory paft 3 f ., \ 

That demi-god r that earthly deity v ; . . ., j 

Expire an4, die, amortal light at laft ! \/ ,r , ; ; 

Wiridfor had once three captive kings confined, '^ 
And Edward's hand, clbte bar'cf their prifoh door 

Should Britain's genius ftill continue kind, 

Her /word perhaps may make the Jiumbekfour L 

His flights how groveling, and hd^v damp'd his fire . 

Thy pegafus has furely loft, a wing ; y -r jt /; 
No theme now left, thy raptures to in/pire^ . .. . r j 

But a ftarv'd empire, and a bankrupt .Kn^. , - , : 

* The arms of Rran«e_ and: England^ i; \ » .■; "-I 
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On the rapid Progrefs of -the EnglHh Peftil 

" in America* 

| OF vanqutth'd realms, the fame arrives fo fidft, 
1 We fcarce can tell, which province yeilded laft* 
\ One day, a fort— the next, an ifland won * 
\ This vidory, by a fecond, ftill outdone. 



j Our blazing piles, lb eft deligftt the eye* 
L Bring back the day, bright rivals of the fty $ 
i That billets in their price, muft foon advance* 
I In Britain fcarce, as Louis cTOres in Fraftee ; 
l Yet her loud triumphs, while our fires proclaim* 
Whatever we lofc In wood, We gain in fame* 



The Royal Edifl, mr the Frciich Plate 
melted dewn. 

A H ! Lewis, had it been your fate, 
In our rough fcuffles to ftand neuter ; 

Still had you din'd, and fupp'd on plate, 
Inftcad of vulgar poultry pewter. 



"t^t 



*TKe goblets in your rich beaufets* 

Your royal eye no more explores ; 
All melted down to pay your debts, 

To Livres turn'd, and Louis d'Or's. 

The golden diflies on each fbelfj 

In glittering rows no longer fhirte I 
t)h ! fay, on platters made at Delfi 

Muft monarchs like their fubje£s dine ^ 

Your fchemesj next fummer, to pur(ue> 

Melt all your filver idols down. 
If, turn'd td cafh, thefe will not do, 

Send to the mint your mof tgag'd crown l 

Thefacrilege tho* jefuits curfe, 

Their faints all-ravifh'd from their (hrines j 
Tell the bald tribej an empty purfe 

Reafons much better than divines. 

Our fwords, deep dy y d in hoftile blood, . 

If vi&'ry ftill our arnps purfues. 
Your fubjeite fpoone, may be of wood, 

Oh ! mighty king, as well as iboes, 

G* Fsrtes 
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Fates dread decrees, none,- none withftanda j 
The greateft blifs not long fecure ; 

Muft Gallic ladies, wafli their hand* 
No longer, in a golden ewer ? 

Britain's brave.troops, have fought fo well, 
That if her power next year prevails ; 

France will have nothing left to fell, 
Except her Dunkirk, or Verfailles. 



On the Reduftion of Canada. 

To the F r e n c h K i *rc. 

An ODE. 

LEWIS, the forts you lately loft we fear,. 
In Englifh metre, may offend your ear ; 
For how can verfe run fmoothly and fublime, 
Each Indian fortrefs founding harm in rhime : 
Your towns and caftles ftorm'd, each Britifb bard, 
To yoke in verfe, finds it extremely hard ; 
What, tho' but feldom lucky in a fight, 
We own in courtly phrafe, you beat us quite i 

Doubtful 



doubtful the prize— < each viftor on record ; 
"You with your pen, we conquer with our fwoi- % 
For, ah ! fo dumfily our wits compofe, 
We lofe in verfe, the fame we win in profe 5 
v If nought polite is in oui language feen, 
Our ftile quite rough,our fwords are fmooth and keen. 
Yet Conflaris and Thurot you muft allow, 
Are names lefs mufical, than Hawke and Howe ; 
If not a poet born, Bofcawen knows, 
Tho' no great rhimer, how to bang his foes 4 

Try mufe the tafk, tho* eafier to rehearfe 
Their names in profe, than Aide 'em into verfe : 
Towns fack'd, ftrong caftlesbatter'd, battles won, 
Ana half the globe by Britain's troops o'erun, 
From pole to pole, whofe dreaded navies go, 
Riding a-crofs each fea, without a foe* 

TicofrDfcR ago ! the rude ratling found, 
The drum of every tender ear, muft wound. 
In poetry, it bears a fcurvy part, 
And rumbles in heroics, like a cart \ 
Apollo's felf, tho all his power he rallies, 
• v: * -* word, with Louifbourg that tallies-; 

G 2 0/ 
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Of all the tuneful gods, altho' the primes f 

He muft defpair to match it with a rhime ; 
Crown Point is inharmonious, and we lack, 
A Britifh word, to chime with Fontenac ; 
Du Quefne a lumpifh found — and, oh ! how rare af 
Figure in verfe, makes your loft Niagara ! 
Much harfher Guardaloup — ;and, yet Quebec 
Serves wondrous well, our poetry to deck ; 
Moft other names quite boifterous j yet we meet 
In Senegal and Goree, fomething fweet. 
Marigalante— how fliall we confine / 

The ifle in verfe, that almoft fills aline ! 
Yet it may ferve our turn, fuppofe, we vary 
The iflands name — and tall it Gallant Mary. 
Port Francois ! Bourbon, think not of the place,- 
Sad witnefs of the Gallic fleets difgrace ; 
After a fliort, but a fevere debate, 
Where Englifh frigates threc,beat French ones eight: 
Nor muft thy fliore, fam'd Lagos be forgot, 
Whence brave La Clue limp'd home., but could 

not trot; 
His fhattcr'd fliins with patience who fuftains, 
And thanks the ball, which kindly fpar'd his brains. 

When Dunkirk is become a Britifli fort, 
We then may fend you finoother lines to court ; 



IRefine our rude unpolifhV language, foon 

As e'er we learn our fleets have ftorm'd Toulon. 

The troops of captives, fent us home from France, 

Will teach us nicely now to frift and dance $ 

And tho' no mighty warriors in a fight, 

Inftruct onr ifland to be more polite j 

Td fmooth our rugged verfe, each bard employ, 

Our George no longer King, but de la Roy. 



On a lote difcarded General, 

SAYS George, whene'er my cpnducT: you decry, 
You have no way to hurt me— but to lye j 
Says Will, a better way than that, we boaft ; 
For he that fpeaks the trueft, hurts you moft. 
Ufelefs the fatire, and the faHhood vain ; 
When truth attacks, and leaves a deeper ftain. 



NON opus eft fi&o, fi vult te Itedcre quifijuam $ 
<^iu»ihii]umfijigit, yulnerat ilk magi* . 



G J On 
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On King JamesV Abdication, 

WISE James, to keep his confcience clear^ 
Refolv'd an earthly crown to want j 

In Rome's fam'd annals to appear, 
A pious king, and future faint. 

His fate was odd, and hard indeed, 

Which all good chriftian hearts muft grieve \ 

Lofing three kingdoms for, a creed, 
Which he himfelf could ne'er believe. 



On the fame. 

JAMES, ftrong in piety, in valour faiint, 
Ceafing to be a king, commenc'd a faint. 
How great a foe to virtue, is renown ! 
One way to merit Heav'n — to lofe a crown : 
Ah ! wretched William ! of that throne poflefs'd 5 
Which James refign'd, on purpofe to be blefs'd. 



On 
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Lewis petit ^France to George King of 
Great-Britain. A proud Compliment. 

NOT finifli'd yet, altho* your navies bore, 
Laurels each feafon from the Gallic fliore ; 
Your fame compleated, now the world may fee 
This proof fufficient — you have conquer'd me ; 
Your tide of glory, can no higher flow % 
Who humbles me, can dread no other foe. 



On the defeat of the French Fleet in the 
Bay of Quiberon. 

BOURBON J what joyous news at oourt ! 

Still, ftill, by wicked foes perplext ? 
Your navies venturing from one port, 

To hide and fhelter in the next. x 

Yet Conflans, deem it not a fhatne, 

From Britain's thunders to retire; 
'Tis half a triumph, which you claim, 

When fav'd from her avenging fire* 

Q 4 IAS*- 
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Richmond Gardens, 
..kuo.de. 

2* the KIN G. 
Habilamnt d*i quoqtie filvas. Vi* G. 

WHILE fame no more his bofom fires. 
Here Britain's king from pomp retires % 
Beneath thefe rural fhades coniin'd, 
The love and dread of half mankind $ 
Scarce confcious, in the fecret bower, 
What empires feftr, or Mefs his power 5 
Where all his triumphs 'are forgot i 
How well the hero led and fought j 
The laurels on the main that grew, 
The ranks his victor fquadrons flew 5 
His fleets that cover half the main, 
And Pruffia refcu'd from' her chain $ 
Which fhook no more with dire alarms, 
Forgets her fear, to hlefe his arms, 

* No more with -plan* of glory fir 'd, 
Thus Scipio onoe from Rome retir'd 5 

"Br 
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JJy deeds like thine, immortal made 
The world exchanging for a (hade. 
There in his life's declining ray, 
The warrior threw his crowns away ; 
Forgot his wreaths, more pleas'd to view 
The groves where firft his laurels grew. 
Each thought of fairer conquefts o'er ; 
Even Carthage warms his foul no more ; 
Who finds that peace in grotto's live, 
Which fame and triumphs could not give. 

From fliades, like thefe, the Gods of old, 
The future fete of realms foretold ; 
Whofe arm in battle fhould fucceed ; 
What ftate was doom'd to rife ; or bleed ! 
From Jove's dire cloud, with thunders red, 
What perjur'd monarchs had to dread ; v 
Who next fhould fall a facrifice, 
To the dread vengeance of the fkies. 

Let Richmond pow for Delphos ftand, 
And nations wait the fixt command 
Of Britain's king ; like fate's decree, 
Who curbs, or fets whole empires free. 

And 

• 163321 ;.■-=*- 
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And dreadful to each tyrants ear 
Fills Paris, and Verfailles, with fear; 
Damps Bourbon's heart, where'er he fits, 
And throws the woman-king in fits ; 
Who hears the camions voice with dread, 
That (hakes the crown on Auftria's head. 

Still with frefh wreaths your brows adorn,. 
And while he fears, let Lewis fcorn ! 
With proud contempt your armies view, 
If when he fmiles, he trembles too. 
While o'er each foe, your power prevails, 
And crowds your ports with captive fails $ 
Her wealth each day, the Gallic fleet 
Pouring in ftreams at Britain's feet ; 
While up the Thames each golden tide, 
The treafures of both India's ride ; 
Which twice ten thoufand flaves employ, 
To reap thofe harvefts you enjoy. 
To climes remote, your triumphs known, 
Half the wide weftern * world your own : 
Whofe fwarthy fons, for peace or mercy fue ; 
And, France forgotten, bend the knee to you. 

* Canada. 

Hovr 
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How dread, brave prince, when both combim 
,And Heaven's juft vengeance feconds thine; 
To lay the earth's proud tyrants low, 
Who combat thus a double foe j 
Since kings againft your power that rife ? 
Muft dare, or elfc deride the fkips. 
Which your ftrong arm with courage fire, 
And aid that 2eal, they firft infpire j 
Nor can defert a fword fo brave, 
Ne'er drawn but to prote& and fave. 

Ik action bold, in counfel wife, 
Here with your own great heart advife ; 
What foe (hall next your vengeance fear, 
And tremble, when your troops are near, 
If Gaul, or Auftria fhall afford, w « 

The next fair wreath, to bind your fword ; 
Which to your hand Aftraea gave, 
As (he dire£b to wound or fave ; 
Yours the great work, by Heaven's decree 
From chains, each injur'd realm to free : 
, To awe, to ftrike ambition dead, 
And (hake die plume on Bourbon's head* 

1?<v 
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Forgetting here your own renown, 
What glories beam from Britain's crown ; 
Clofe by your fide, let * William ftand $ 
Attentive to his Sire's command ! 
Who bids the gallant warrior go, 
And charge, where Albion finds a foe ! 
With your own flame his breaft infpire, 
Catching from you that generous fire, 
Which, without fear your hero led, 
To the dire field, with flaughter red.; 
Where the brave chief in raptures flew ; 
And fought, and ftniTd~-with death in view I 
Not half fo proud, to boaft his name, 
As imitate a father's feme : 
By triumphs, which his youth adorn ; 
Proving himfelf of heroes born* 

I Yet, ah ! fince Heaven has yet in ftorp 

\ To pay your worth, one bleffing more ; 

[■ Mature at laft in death Ids praife, 

. Here change the Laurel for the Bayes. 

I In this calm fcene, refle<ft no more 

; On empires, whicfe you fav'd before $ 



* Duke of Cumberland. 
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What diftant worlds, your vengeapce drearf 2 
O'er what wide feas your itavtcs fpread ; 
The vi&or's wreath, here thrown away j 
For once the warrior's flame allay ; 
All Europe's jarring ftates compofe, 
And plan the bleeding world's repofe ; 
Owning the monarch's glory lefs, 
To conquer half the globe, than blefs. 

Thus Jove, againft his earth-born foes,- 
Clad in majeftic terrof rofe ; 
But when his angry arm, that held 
The flaming bolt, their rage had quell'd \> 
The God's avenging thunders ceafe ; 
And all Olympus fmiles in peace. 



A mournful Epiftle from a Jacobite orator m 
Oxford, to his Jacobite friend in London. 

SAYS K— g to Sheb re, deareft friend, 

What can we think a worfe difafter 5 

Than when we ftrive the realm to mend, 
Each week, it blunders on the fafter ?' 
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We warn poor Britain of her fate ; 

Point out, what fchemes alone can lave hef j 
Who ne'er will learn, till 'tis too late,* 

What arts are praflis'd to eriflave hen 

Advis'd fo often to rebel, 

She ftill her German monarch prizes ; 
In fpite of all the tales, we tell 

Of debts, of taxes, and excifes. 

The ifle has got her wits again, 
And every hopeful plot mifcarries ; 

Tho' oft invited by our pen, 

Still, ftfll at Rome our Jemmy tarries.* 

What tricks, how matny have we try'cT, 
With mimic forrow, feign'd grimaces ; 

Each patriot, in each fheet bely'd, . 
^To bfaflt their fame, ancf fill their places. 

Britain, in vengeance will be wife, 

Still tlie fame ftubborn ifle we find her \ 

Refolv'd, unkindly to have eyes, 

Tho* we have us'd all arts to blind her. 



What 



What ink, what paper have we loft* 
How many nights and days of thinking; 

Not paying half the printer's coft, 
Our works in every garret (linking ! 

Oh ! fay, what ftratagems, what art, 

What dreams, dear friend, haft thou in keeping* 

To fwell with grief, each foolifh heart, 
And fet all Britain's fools a weeping ? 

Tell folks, to kindle feuds and jars, ^ 

And with dire ftatutes to affright 'em } 

The fenate means to tax the ftars, 

Next fpring* which to the playhoufe light 'em, . 

New lengths of witty fcandal run, 
- To give each fubjecYs faith a trial ; 
Let's fwear, each man muft hire the furf, 
Or not have leave to keep a dial. 

Let us rail on, whoever fears, 

'Gainft duty, eonfeience, oaths and reafon j 
Our printer's ready with his ears, 

Tho' you and I commit the treafon. 

Let 
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Let us then both content to fwear, 
That France has fifty fhips or more j 

All man'd, to waft her lawful heir. 
And land him fefe on Britain's (bore* 

That foon this mighty fleet would fail, 
That brings our rightful fovereign over J 

By the firft tide, which would not fail, 
To lodge him fafe at Deal or Dover. 

Let Britain then revere our powers, 

Which in her fchemes may once defeat her 9 

Whofe knaves and fools have long been ours y 
Let Pelham boaft his numbers- greater. 



The devout Prayer of a defpairing Monarch.' 
fle&ere fi nequeo fuperos, acharonta movebo. VilLs 

THE Gallic Caefar, mufing all alone, 
Penfive and anxious, on hfs royal throne r 
Tortur'd by turns 'twixt hope and pale defpair? 
To Pluto thus a addrefs'd folemn prayer. 

D&SAD 
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t)READ monarch, in night's gloomy veil array** 
*Fhx power's reverM in hell's infernal (hade; 
At thy Tartarean altar* fee, I bend, 
Tho* Heaven reje&$ my vows* he thou ihy friend ; 
Since long I have in vain invok'd the (kies, 
Thy Hell may lend that aid, yon Heaven denies $ 
And deaf to all my wi(hes, when I pray, 
If Saints will not affift me, Furies may. 

Her fchemes to Waft, and projects to coatroul, 
Dart all thyfelf* dread power, into my foul ! 
My hopes of paradife I could refign, 
Were Britain, that detefted ifland mine ; 
Welcome thy fulph'rous cells, could I go down 
My biow adorn'd withperjur'd Brunfwick's crown; 
While (houtirig ghofts below my fame would own, 
Who nobly brufh'd a tyrant from his throne. 

Erynnis ! lend me then thy keeneft flings, 
Thou great revenger of all injur'd kings I 
To defperate bloody deeds my foul encline $ 
Be all thy fcorpions, all thy fury mine f 
No power but thine, can my requeft fulfill, 
My friend, my guide, my beft inftru&or ftill ; 

H On 
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On Britain firft, my dread, detefted foe, 

Let my rage burft, and let my vengeance glow \ 

O'er all her realms, let defolation reign ; 

Purpled with ft reams of blood, each hoftile plain j 

Then, then, no future rival fhould I fear, 

If Fred'ric's blood once fmoakM upon my fpear ; 

If proftrate once I view'd that hated foe, 

Great Nero's felf would envy me below ; 

His brave, and bold exploits would lefs admire. 

When (railing he beheld his Rome on fir?. 



HOLLAND. 
Epigramma Pun-icum. 

HER treacherous friendfhip would you undeiftand, 
Inftead of Holland, name it Hollow-land ! 
One vowel only chang'd, the change but imall, . 
Hell-land, not Holland then her realm we call. 
The race of frogs long here had their abodes, 
Now turn'd into the refidence of Toads : 
The fpotted viper fcarce fo great \ plague, 
J^spolfonous vermin, nourifli'd at the Hague, 



•-;,u .;■■■( 9«) -.-:,.■;£>; 
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-THxJ^q&y queftion, critics, pra^d^atfij^ 
Which grajd wetnoft—hcr -fii^jP^^W£ 
;; iHevcry^bite, a faithlefs,. ftlfe'ally^ '• ■ • 
g£ Mere dangerous, than an o'peii enemy! 

.4 ... ■«■• . 

#lV t ^Throw Qfrthe faintly vizor, fince wc find 

fa - " ,.'■-• y 

&?■ The m$fk too thin, to hide devil behind; 

' >f p ferupc againft the fecret murderer's wiles, 

\i . Without?* fword, who ftabs you with his firiii 

.; Fforii Heiven, a miracle we muft demand, 

^v':: E'er Holland. can becontea Holy4and. . 

E? .v ■':-' "■■■* "'■'.t^V-"'.-.., 

Trie' tte worfl: ill, damnation is confetti ;^ 
Yef Belgi'^ /if undamn'd, muft be unbleft." 



. ytf///*r: jfflr." 
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